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POSSESSIVE ITALIAN DOCTOR 


Marco is facing the fight of his life as a deadly pandemic 
sweeps the globe. He’s determined to beat it, and to keep 
his heart protected. But when a beautiful young patient is 
brought in Marco is overcome with desire and finds himself 
full of conflict...and that’s even before he finds out just who 
she is. 


Kat is trapped in Italy and can’t get home just as a global 
crisis hits. She panics when she is rushed to the hospital 
showing symptoms of a deadly new illness... but soon it’s not 
just a fever making her hot. She has to get to know the sexy 
Italian doctor better, but when she does, she gets the shock 
of her life. He’s her Dad’s best friend... 


*Possessive Italian Doctor is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


An hour to go...or at least, an hour until my shift was 
supposed to end. The last few weeks I’m lucky if I make it 
home between shifts at all. The beds are filling up quick and 
fast and with half of the doctors down with symptoms of this 
new virus that is sweeping the globe, it’s all hands-on deck 
right now. The whole of Italy, my beloved country, is in shock 
and are looking to us healthcare professionals to get a 
handle on the crisis. Except with no cure or vaccine and the 
virus spreading faster than we can quarantine people, 
every day is starting to feel like a losing battle. I became a 
doctor to save lives, and not being able to do that makes me 
feel powerless. 


I’m not used to feeling powerless, in fact I have prided 
myself on my strength since I came of age. I spend most of 
my spare time in the gym, mountain climbing or on 
wilderness survival weekends. I know all about staying 
healthy and alive, but this virus is fast becoming a foe that I 
don’t know how to fight. 


Which is why I feel my stomach sink as I approach the room 
of another patient brought in for testing. I glance down at 
the notes that have been hurriedly thrust into my gloved 
hands by a nurse, as if hoping the details on them are about 
to change, but no, they’re as clear as day. A young woman 
of only twenty-one - almost half my age in fact - has been 
brought in with virus symptoms. As the virus is most 
dangerous for the elderly and already sick this wouldn’t be 
a problem...if it wasn’t for the fact that she is listed as an 
asthmatic. The virus affects the lungs and airways quickly 
and asthmatics are a group who are particularly vulnerable 
to developing complications...and even death. As I push 
open the door to her containment room, I’m praying to 
whatever gods might be listening that this will be a patient I 
can Save. 


I freeze as I see her, momentarily stunned. 


She’s beautiful. Even with her face flushed with fever, 
coughing as she grips an oxygen mask, she has the sort of 
natural beauty that just can’t be denied. Golden hair 
tumbles around a heart-shaped face with porcelain skin and 
huge blue eyes. She looks like an angel. A very sick one. 


I chide myself firmly as I hurry to her bedside, wondering 
what the hell is wrong with me. I never look askance at 
female patients and would be the first to deride any male 
doctor who did so. I take my Hippocratic Oath extremely 
seriously. No matter how beautiful the patient, they are a 
patient. I’m extremely fussy about who I date in any case. 
Yet there is something about this girl that has an almost 
magnetic pull on me. I want to do more than save her from 
the virus, I realize, I want to take her out of here, 
somewhere far away, and keep her safe from the world. 


Trying to put my hero fantasies to one side I approach the 
bed, getting ready to examine her. 


“Buon giorno,” | murmur. She eyes me and I think I see a 
flicker of interest in her eyes too, but it’s quickly eclipsed by 
the obvious fright that she must be feeling. She moves the 
oxygen mask away from her face, revealing a set of full, 
pink lips with a dimple in one corner. 


“Have I got the virus?” Her American accent is strong. It 
reminds me of my old friend David who’s from New York. I 
haven’t seen him face to face for some years now...my job 
doesn’t allow me much in the way of a social life. I haven’t 
seen his kid, who must be a teenager by now, since she was 
tiny. 


“We don’t know yet,” I say in what I hope is a soothing 
voice. “I’m going to take blood from you, and we will get it 
straight to the lab to be tested. Because of your asthma, you 
are top priority.” I glance down at her notes. “Can you talk 
me through your symptoms again?” 


She nods, takes a few breaths through the mask and then 
recites her symptoms for what is no doubt the tenth time 
since she arrived here. 


“Yes. I woke up with a sore throat and temperature this 
morning. I didn’t think too much of it until I started to 
cough, and my temperature didn’t go down...I looked on 
the US Dept. of Health website about the virus and figured 
it was best to get checked out. Then my chest started to 
hurt, and I panicked and called the ambulance.” 


She looks embarrassed and I shake my head, wanting to 
reassure her. 


“You did absolutely the right thing,” I say in my most 
serious tone. “We urge anyone with symptoms who falls into 
a high-risk group to report it straight away. If you have got 
the virus than the earlier that we see you the better.” 


She frowns at me. “But there’s no cure, is there?” 


“No, mi dispiace...it’s a virus sO we can’t give you drugs. 
The race is on to develop a vaccine as we speak. But we can 
at least get you on a ventilator if your breathing gets worse 
and keep your temperature down. And test you...it may be 
another type of virus that’s not so serious.” 


She nods, looking hopeful. “It does just feel like the 
standard flu,” she admits. “I wouldn’t have been worried if 
it wasn’t for all the news reports.” 


“You did the right thing,” I tell her again, firmly. “Is it 
alright if I examine you now?” I close my eyes briefly and 
will the excited flutter in my stomach at the thought of 
putting my hands on her to be still. 


“Okay,” she nods, looking panicked again. I find myself 
hoping against hope that she doesn’t have the new virus... 
that it is just a standard bug and I can send her home safe 
and sound...although she will need to selfisolate now that 
she’s been admitted onto this ward. I wonder who she lives 
with and where she’s staying...why she has come to Italy. A 
holiday? With a boyfriend perhaps? My stomach churns at 
the thought of her with some blonde, clean cut American 
jock. Which is exactly the type of man she should be with, I 
tell myself firmly. Not a stressed out doctor nearly old 
enough to be her father. 


I keep my thoughts firmly on the job at hand as I examine 
her. Moderate fever, some congestion and her chest is 
tight...signs that she could have the virus, or that she could 
just have a common virus and it is setting off her 
respiratory problems. Until the tests come back, we won’t 
know a thing. Luckily the lab is getting the results back to 
us fast...they have to. This new virus masquerades as fairly 
mild for a few days and then suddenly...bam! Those who 
move on to the second stage of the illness instead of 


recovering are likely to be critical within a few days...if they 
make it at all. The thought of this vibrant life in front of me 
being snuffed out so early makes my breath catch in my 
throat. It just wouldn’t be fair. None of this is fair. 


I sense her eyes on me and glance up into them, 
momentarily swept up in her beauty again. 


“Are you okay doctor?” she asks, biting her lip with what I’m 
sure is worry but makes me think of other things...I want to 
nibble on that fuller lower lip myself. 


“Si,” I say, quickly, reluctantly tearing my eyes away from 
her as I swab the inside of her elbow to prepare her arm for 
the blood test. Usually a nurse would do this, but thanks to 
a third of hospital personnel coming down with the virus 
themselves, we are all having to fill in the gaps. “I’m a little 
tired,” I admit. She looks at me sympathetically. 


“This must be a really difficult time for you guys right now,” 
she murmurs, wincing a little as the needle pricks the soft 
flesh inside her arm. Unlike most patients she keeps her 
eyes on what I’m doing and watches her blood filling the 
vial. 


“Si,” I say again. I’m touched by her concern. “It is very 
tough, but emergencies are after all, what we train for.” 
Not that any training could prepare anyone adequately for 
a global pandemic, I think wryly. I remove the vial, pop it 
into a sterile bag and take the needle out of her arm, 
pressing a piece of gauze to the tiny wound and taping it 
into place. Again, she watches me carefully. 


“Your touch is really gentle for someone with such big 
hands,” she says, and then immediately goes bright red 
when I look at her in surprise. 


“Sorry,” she mumbles, flushing like a tomato, “I didn’t mean 
to say that...thinking aloud.” 


“Non fa niente,” I reassure her, but I can feel the smile 
tugging at the corners of my mouth and seeing my face, she 
starts to laugh too...a laugh that turns quickly into a 
coughing fit, and I’m reminded of what it is we are doing 
here. 


I smile at her and leave as her coughing subsides, looking 
down at the bag in my hands that contains her blood. I’m 
suddenly desperate to know what the results are. I am for 
all patients of course, but this young woman has had an 
affect on me that I can’t describe. I hope her results come 
back soon...along with her chances of survival. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Ka 


Why the hell did I say that? I watch the doctor go, cringing 
inside. It isn’t like me to blurt out my thoughts like that... 
perhaps I can blame it on the fever. 


Or maybe it’s just because I’ve never come across a man 
quite so sexy in my entire life, and considering he was in 
scrubs and a mask I can only imagine what he looks like in 
his usual clothes...or no clothes at all. My chest tightens at 
the thought and I breathe through the oxygen mask again, 
feeling it relax. I really don’t feel so ill now and I’m hoping 
the results come back negative, if only so I can go home. 
The thought of being kept here in this containment room 
for days on end makes me feel claustrophobic. Although I 
reckon I could cope if he was going to be my personal 
physician. 


Honestly, he’s gorgeous... That thick head of jet-black hair 
with a sprinkle of silver, tanned skin and eyes like dark 
chocolate. I couldn’t see his mouth and nose under the 
mask, but I’m betting they’re as pretty as the rest of him. 
And that body...even in scrubs I could tell that this is a man 


who works out and works out hard. He has broad shoulders, 
a huge chest and arms and large thighs even on his baggy 
scrub pants... I wonder if the hospital had to order his in a 
special size. As for the comment I made about his hands, 
there was something undeniably erotic about his large, 
rough brown skin taking my milky white arm in his. The size 
of him makes me feel petite, and at five foot nine and one 
hundred and sixty-eight pounds that isn’t how I would 
usually describe myself. 


I lie back on the heap of pillows I’ve been given, looking 
around the sterile room. At least fantasizing about the 
doctor gives me something else to think about other than 
the impending results and the possibility of being trapped 
in here...or worse. It seems almost silly to be quarantined 
away like this because of a cough and a mild asthma 
attack...but people are dying in the thousands across the 
world of a virus no one had heard of until a few short weeks 
ago. Now there’s a global panic. 


I can’t even get home. I came to Rome to visit my friend 
from university, Magdalena, and would have flown back two 
days ago if the Schengen border hadn’t been closed to try 
and contain the spread of the virus. Now I’m stranded. 
Luckily my dad has paid for my hotel room for an extra 
month and wired some money over for necessities, 
otherwise I would be truly stuck. If the proposed plans for a 
complete lockdown go ahead then I will be stuck in that 
hotel room alone, unable to go out. Already restaurants, 
most of the shopping centers and even churches have been 
shut down and gatherings of more than a few people are 
not permitted. I sure picked a good time to travel. 


Of course, if I’ve got this virus then I won’t be going 
anywhere for a good while, including out of this room. I 
swallow down my rising panic, not wanting to start off 
another panic attack, and turn my thoughts back to the 


sexy Italian doctor instead. He looks a little familiar, but 
then that’s not surprising considering he looks like every 
poster of an Italian movie star and hunk ever. I have a 
vague memory from childhood, and I remember that my 
dad has an Italian friend, although he doesn’t see so much 
of him now. I met him very briefly as a child when he came 
to stay, before my mother and father split up. Of course, he 
would be old now...or older, anyway. Even at fifty my dad is 
a bit of a silver fox and delights in telling me how his 
personal trainer says he has the heart rate of an eighteen- 
year-old. 


I feel sudden tears sting my eyes. What if I never see him or 
anyone else ever again...but spend my last days in this 
room? Terror wells up in me at the thought, as well as the 
desire to throw my arms around my father and tell him I 
love him. Although we’ve started to repair our relationship 
recently, I was angry with him for a long time after he left 
my mom and was a typical obnoxious teenager. 


The full reality of my situation hits me, and I close my eyes 
as I feel tears roll down my cheeks. I can’t quite believe that 
this is happening. I have a fierce urge to see the doctor 
again and to throw myself into his arms and beg him to tell 
me that everything is going to be okay...for him to put those 
strong hands on my body and keep me safe. It’s ridiculous I 
know, but the thought comforts me. I wonder who he goes 
home to after his long shifts dealing with all this. He 
probably has a beautiful Italian wife waiting at home for 
him...someone slender and tanned and a great cook...the 
complete opposite of me. 


The door to my room opens and I jerk my eyes open, 
realizing that I’ve fallen asleep, the oxygen mask on my 
chest. 


It’s him...and by the look on his face he has my results. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


I shut the door behind me and walk over to her bedside, 
telling myself to stay professional as once again my body 
reacts to her and my brain assails me with images of 
slipping that hospital gown from her body. 


She sits upright in the bed and her breath sounds shallow. I 
give her what I hope is a soothing smile. 


“Please, don’t be scared,” I tell her, “your test was negative 
for the new virus... but positive for antibodies.” 


“What does that mean?” 


“That you’re likely to be immune...chances are that you 
have already picked it up but been non-symptomatic. Some 
people are. We don’t really understand it completely yet.” 


I see the relief come over her face as she lies back on her 
pillows, letting out a slow exhale. Then she starts coughing 
again. Now though, I’m less worried about it. 


“So, I’m okay?” 


“You're Okay,” I confirm, unable to stop the broad smile that 
spreads across my face under my mask. “We’ll keep you 
under observation for a few hours just to make sure that 
cough isn’t going to develop into anything, and your asthma 
isn’t going to flare up again... but I think you’re going to be 
fine. We will be able to send you home soon with a new 
inhaler and some cough syrup.” I frown, remembering the 
quarantine rules that are now in place. “Where are you 
staying? You’re here on holiday, aren’t you?” 


She nods, and for a moment she looks so sad that I want to 
take her into my arms. I want to see her smile. 


“Yes...I’m staying at the Albergo del Sanato. My father has 
paid for my room, so I don’t have to worry, other than the 
fact that I’m going to get pretty lonely with all the 
restrictions that are coming in now.” 


I really wish I didn’t have to tell her the next part. 


“Well,” I say, sitting on the chair next to the bed, “I’m afraid 
you are going to have to self-isolate for the next seven days 
in any case. The less human contact, the better I’m afraid, 
even within the hotel.” 


Her eyes go wide as she takes in what I’m saying. “But... you 
said I don’t have the virus! And that I can’t get it?” 


“Si. You do not, and it’s highly likely that you will not... but 
you may be able to carry it. Until we thoroughly understand 
what it is that we are dealing with here, it’s best you abide 
by the guidelines. Because you’ve been admitted onto this 
ward it’s possible you have come into contact with it here... 
so we have to strongly advise that you self-isolate for the 
next seven days at least.” 


She blinks at me rapidly and I can’t help noticing how long 
and thick her eyelashes are, in contrast to how fair she is. 


“So, you’re telling me...that I don’t have it...and might not 
be able to get it..but now I might get it and pass it on 
because I’m here?” 


I can understand her confusion. I’m a doctor and this new 
disease has me baffled. No one ever really expects a 
pandemic of this magnitude to happen, no matter how 
much we may theoretically discuss scenarios. 


“Tt’s very unlikely,” I stress to her. “You can see how 
contained we are here. But nevertheless, they are the 
guidelines that we must follow.” 


She sighs but nods her head again. “Okay, I know how 
important it is that we all follow the correct medical 
advice...and it’s not as if there is anywhere to go anyway. 
It’s just going to be so lonely cooped up in that hotel room 
on my own.” 


Her eyes meet mine as she says the last sentence and I 
immediately think of being in that hotel room with her...in 
her bed. She must see the sudden heat in my eyes because 
she goes bright red again. For someone with such perfect 
porcelain skin she goes a lovely shade of embarrassed. 


“Not that I was implying anything,” she mutters, looking 
down at her hands. “God, I keep putting my foot in it today.” 


I smile. “Blame it on your fever.” 


She looks startled and bursts out laughing. “That is exactly 
what I was about to say!” 


“Great minds,” I grin, and our eyes meet again. This time 
the electricity between us is undeniable. I see her pupils 
dilate and her lips soften, and half part and I know she 
desires me just as much as I do her. 


Get her number, a voice inside me whispers. I ignore it. 
She’s too young, for one. For another, she’s my patient. I 
could lose my job for less. And yes, she may be about to be 
discharged, but she has to quarantine for a week and then 
at some point she will no doubt go home to America. While I 
have a pandemic to fight. It’s impossible. I will never see 
her again, and that is exactly as it should be. To think 
anything else is insane...clearly these sixteen-hour shifts 
are getting to me. 


Reluctantly I get up, nod at her as professionally as I can 
manage and start to walk out of the room. 


“TIl get your discharge papers prepared,” I say, trying to 
ignore the crestfallen look on her face. 


“Thank you,” she says and then as I’m halfway out of the 
door she calls me back. “Doctor?” 


I hesitate before looking back over my shoulder at her. She 
looks so beautiful, and again the voice is roaring at me now 
to tell her so, to not simply walk out of here and let the only 
woman I’ve been attracted to in a long time just disappear 
out of my life. Some deep and primal need in me tells me 
that she is mine, and that I need to claim her. But again, I 
push it away. I’m a professional. 


“T just...I wanted to say good luck. With everything.” 


Our eyes lock and something I can’t name passes between 
us. Something that is more than just lust. Perhaps in these 
topsy-turvy times it’s only natural that we wear our hearts 
on our sleeves. 


But that’s a sure recipe for getting hurt. 


I drag my eyes away. 


“Grazia,” I say softly. “We need all the luck we can get.” I 
leave the room, feeling her eyes on my back and cursing 
myself for not, just once, being able to follow my heart. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Ka 


“Home sweet home,” I mumble to myself resentfully as I sit 
on the edge of the hotel bed and pull off my shoes. It’s a 
lovely hotel room and I know I should be grateful to have 
somewhere so nice to stay through all of this, but I’m pretty 
sure that after seven days of the same four walls without 
even being able to go out for a walk, that I will never want 
to see it again. 


Walking through the hotel was eerie. Most of the guests 
have gone home and the staff is skeletal. The restaurant 
and bar is shut. We’re still getting room service, but they 
are leaving the trays outside the doors now without so 
much as a Buon giorno. It strikes me how utterly powerless 
we all are in the face of this, even in the West with all of our 
technology and healthcare. Still, I’m well aware that I could 
be a lot worse off. 


Thinking about healthcare makes me think about the 
doctor...I wanted to blame my insane attraction to him on 
my raised temperature, but that has gone now, and I still 
can’t stop thinking about him. Those dark eyes over his 


mask, looking at me as though he could see right into me... 
and right under my clothes...I feel my center tingle in 
response to the memory. 


Oh well, at least I know I can feel that way about a guy. 
Since I broke up with Michael last year, I haven’t been 
impressed by anyone. College boys are too immature, and 
meeting men in bars just isn’t my scene. But the doctor...he 
is older than me, at least in his mid-thirties, but he oozes 
sex appeal. Maybe I should have gone for older men all 
along. 


Giuseppe, that was his name, I think as I close my eyes and 
recall him standing in front of me, straining to remember 
what his name tag said. Dr. M. Giuseppe. I wonder what the 
M stands for...Matteo, maybe...hopefully not another 
Michael..I know he’s going to be showing up in my 
fantasies for quite some time, so it seems only right that I 
know what name to call him. 


I close my eyes and run my hand across my collarbone and 
over the top of my breasts, teasing myself with my own 
touch, and then slowly unbutton my blouse to reveal my 
breasts in their lacy cream colored bra. I run my hand over 
my cleavage, watching my pink nails trailing over my pale 
skin, and sigh softly to myself as I slip one hand inside my 
bra and start to gently tweak my nipple, while my other 
hand slides under the waistband of my skirt. 


I imagine my touch is his as I part my legs and gently stroke 
my pussy through the lace of my thong, circling lightly 
around my clit, which stiffens under my touch as I feel the 
material of my underwear getting damp. My breath is 
Shallow, but it’s not from my cough now...a flush of heat 
rises up my body and I pinch my nipple harder as I slip my 
fingers underneath the crotch of my panties, skin on skin. 
As I rub my clit with one fingertip, I imagine it’s Dr. 


Guiseppe’s tongue and find myself moaning aloud. I’ve 
never had a man’s mouth on me before, but in my fantasies, 
it feels divine...I imagine his hot breath on my thigh as I 
push a finger inside myself and feel how wet I am. 


Then my phone rings. I sit up and snatch it up impatiently 
without looking at the screen. 


“Hello?” 


“Sweetheart? Your mom told me you went to the hospital... 
are you okay?” 


My dad. I feel myself blush bright red and I balance the 
phone between my shoulder and my ear as I rearrange my 
clothes and button up my clothes, feeling like a naughty 
schoolgirl. Of all the lousy timing. 


“I’m fine Dad, honestly. I just have a standard bug and had 
a mild asthma attack...I just panicked. They tested me for 
the new virus and apparently I have antibodies already so I 
should be cool...But I’ve been advised to stick to the seven- 
day quarantine anyway, just in case.” 


I hear him breathe a sigh of relief and feel guilty for not 
calling him straight away. He must have been worried sick. I 
just assumed Mom would relay the message...but 
considering they hate the sight of each other I’m surprised 
that she let him know in the first place. 


“T’m sorry Dad,” I say quietly, “I should have told you.” I find 
myself wishing I could see him and Mom. And my friends. 
And my cat. This sucks. 


“Don’t worry, I’m just glad you’re safe. Do you have 
everything you need? It looks as though you might be stuck 
there for a while.” 


“Yes,” I reassure him. “And shops are open for essentials. I’ll 
be okay...just seriously bored. It could be a lot worse.” 


“How was it in the hospital?” 


“Pretty scary,” I admit. I tell him about the containment 
room and the protective gear that all the healthcare 
personnel were wearing, and how it felt like something out 
of a science fiction slash horror movie. Then I go quiet as 
the full reality of my near miss hits me and I feel tears 
prickle at the corners of my eyes. 


“What hospital were you in?” Dad asks, sounding as though 
something has just occurred to him. 


“The Fondazione Policlinico,” I tell him, wondering why it 
matters. 


“My friend Marco from years back is a doctor there,” Dad 
says, sounding amused. “I wonder if you would have seen 
him. He’s a head consultant now I believe.” 


My head spins as a sudden, terrible notion occurs to me. 
Marco...is that what the ‘M’ stands for? But it can’t be... he 
was a lot older than me but I’m sure he was nowhere near 
my dad’s age...maybe his mask hid more than I thought. 


“What’s his surname?” I ask, holding my breath for the 
answer with a sudden sinking feeling in my stomach. 


“Giuseppe,” Dad confirms. I close my eyes, telling myself 
that it can’t possibly be true. What are the odds of there 
being two Dr. M. Giuseppe’s? 


“A Dr. Giuseppe treated me actually,” I say. My father laughs 
with amusement and I feel myself cringing inside. 


“No way! It has to be him! Did he not recognize you?” 


“Dad, I think I met him once when I was about six,” I 
remind him. 


“But your name...” he begins and then trails off and I bite 
my lip at the awkward silence. I changed my name back to 
Mom’s maiden name after the divorce, which is a sore spot 
between us. 


“I was known as Katie then as well,” I point out. “Not Kat. 
But it can’t be him,” I continue, not sure if I’m trying to 
convince Dad or myself. “No offense but..he didn’t look 
anywhere fifty.” 


“Oh no, Marco is at least ten years younger than me,” Dad 
says cheerfully, and I suppress another groan of 
disappointment. I grew up hearing about my Dad’s stories 
of his and Marco’s escapades when he lived in Italy...and 
now here I am, lusting after my dad’s best friend. Great. 


It doesn’t matter, I tell myself. It’s not like I’m ever going to 
see him again. 


I change the subject and make small talk with Dad for a 
little while and then say goodbye and hang up the phone. I 
lie back on the pillows, knowing that my moment is ruined. 
It is just typical that the only man who has ever turned me 
on so instantly and so viscerally turns out to be a family 
friend. I would laugh if the whole situation wasn’t so 
tragic...I’m cooped up in a hotel room without even the 
escape of what was shaping up to be a very nice fantasy 
indeed. 


It’s still hot, a wicked voice whispers inside, it isn’t as 
though you actually know each other...1 picture his dark 
eyes and strong body again and remember the way my 
nerve endings caught fire when he leaned in to examine 
me...and I’ve just all but forgotten the conversation with my 
dad when there’s a knock at the door. 


“Goddamnit,” I mutter as I stomp over to the door, having 
another coughing fit on the way. I compose myself before 
answering it, to see the male receptionist of the hotel at my 
door. I frown at him, wondering what he wants. He’s a 
weaselly looking man and I didn’t like him on sight. The day 
I checked in I caught him staring at my boobs when I was 
swiping my card, and anytime that I’ve passed the 
reception when he’s on he leers at me like I’m a piece of 
meat rather than a person. Definitely the last guy you would 
want to interrupt a hot Italian doctor fantasy. I glare at him. 


“Can I help you?” 


“You were taken to hospital?” he says. For a moment I 
wonder if the hotel is going to try and make me leave in 
case I’m ‘infected’. 


“I don’t have the virus,” I confirm. “In fact, I may be 
immune... but I still have to quarantine like everyone else.” 


He steps towards me, so he’s only a few inches away, and I 
wrinkle my nose as the smell of cheap aftershave assails my 
nostrils. 


“You will be lonely then,” he says in a creepy drawl which I 
think he might intend to be seductive. 


“Not at all,” I say firmly, shaking my head. “I have my 
phone, the TV and some books...I will be absolutely fine.” 


I step back into the room and to my horror he steps forward 
with me so that he’s now standing in the threshold of my 
room. I glare at him defiantly, but honestly, he’s starting to 
make me feel nervous. 


“If you need anything...” he says, looking very deliberately 
at my boobs. 


“T don’t,” I say firmly, and shut the door so fast that he has 
to jump back to avoid it hitting him in the face. 


I throw myself back onto the bed with a groan. This is going 
to be a long few weeks. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


I’m just stepping out of the shower when the phone rings. I 
walk over to my bedside naked, toweling myself roughly 
with one hand and praying it isn’t the hospital calling me 
back in for another emergency. Although every call is an 
emergency these days. I’ve just finished a back breaking 
double shift and I’m badly in need of my sleep, but I know I 
will go straight back in if they need me. No one ever said 
this job would be easy. 


The only light in the last few days has been that beautiful 
blonde patient and finding out that she was okay. And even 
that is bittersweet considering I’ll never get to see her 
again. I’ve been having to fight with myself not to turn up at 
a few of the bigger hotels and try and find her...what would 
I even say? She’s supposed to be in quarantine, and there’s 
the fact that I would look like a crazy stalker. But I can’t 
stop the craving for her, and every spare moment that I 
actually get is taken up by imagining her naked in my bed, 
straddling me, or lying beneath me and moaning my 
name...I haven’t been so horny in months. Years, even. 


The name on my phone surprises me. It’s David, my old 
friend from New York. I imagine he’s seen Italy in the news 
and is calling for an update, or to see how I am. I feel 
touched as I pick up my phone. 


“David, hello,” I say warmly. “How are you? The US hasn’t 
been hit quite so hard...yet?” I say. At the moment Italy is 
suffering the most, but most countries aren’t far behind. 


“Not yet. But you? It looks horrendous over there. I wasn’t 
sure that I would get hold of you actually...you must be 
working around the clock.” 


“T am.” I give him a brief rundown of the past few days, 
although I avoid mentioning the girl, for some reason. Kat. 
Her face flashes into my mind again and I wonder how she 
is. Knowing that she is somewhere in the city, alone, is 
driving me crazy. 


“Yes... I think you might have treated my daughter the other 
day.” 


“Your daughter?” I rack my brains, but don’t remember any 
teenage girls being admitted. 


“Yes, she said she was treated by a Dr. M. Giuseppe...she 
was tested for the virus but thankfully doesn’t have it. You 
might not have recognized her...she’s twenty-one now, goes 
by Kat...and her mother’s name.” 


I sit on the bed, feeling as though I’ve been punched in the 
gut. This can’t be true...that woman is my friend’s 
daughter? I’m beginning to wonder if the Universe isn’t 
playing some horrible trick on me. 


“ Si,” I say quietly. “I think I remember her.” 


David carries on, oblivious to my distress. 


“That’s what I was phoning for really, to say thank you for 
taking care of her. You can imagine how worried I was when 
I heard she’d been taken to the hospital. At least now I 
know she couldn’t have been in better hands.” 


“Mm mm,” I mumble, my head spinning. She would have 
been in good hands alright, but not in the way he means. I 
feel immediately disloyal for my thoughts. I might be a bit 
rough and ready at times, but I pride myself on my ethics. 
Now I feel seriously compromised. 


Oh well, at least I’m not going to see her again. She’s safe 
and David is happy, so all is well. I try to suppress my 
immediate throb of disappointment...it’s not like I was 
really considering trying to find her... is it? 


“Anyway, she’s going to be stuck in Rome for a while,” David 
continues. “I know she was your patient, but she’s 
discharged now right?” 


“ Si,” I say slowly, hoping that he isn’t going where I think he 
is with this. 


“So, I was thinking it would be great if you could maybe pop 
in on her now and then? Once she’s over the isolation 
period of course? I know you’re horrendously busy out 
there, but I’m really worried about her being there all on 
her own.” 


I rub my hand over the stubble on my chin, wondering what 
the hell I should say. David is an old and good friend and I 
can hardly begrudge him wanting to check on his 
daughter...but the thought of now having to see her and 
play family friend is torture. 


“TIl try,” I say, knowing guiltily that I will do no such thing, 
“But you must understand how busy I am.” 


“Of course, of course,” he says, trying to hide his 
disappointment. Then he says something that immediately 
makes my ears prick up. 


“Its just that, I mean I’m sure it’s nothing, but Kat 
mentioned the guy who works in the foyer is a bit creepy... 
and with everywhere being so deserted...I just worry about 
her.” 


I swallow the immediate and possessive rage that comes 
over me at the thought of anyone harassing her. Whoever 
the ‘creepy’ guy is, I want to knock his face off...I was a 
boxer before I was a doctor, and right now I’ve got a lot of 
pent-up stress I could happily unleash. 


I wonder what it is about this girl that I have such a 
reaction to the thought of some guy creeping all over her. 
She’s mine, growls that voice in my head again. 


“Give me her number,” I tell David. “I can at least call her.” 


He agrees although he still sounds disappointed, and then 
we make chit-chat for a while before I say goodbye, 
suppressing a yawn. I’m exhausted, and in a few hours time 
I have to get up and do it all over again. 


My last thought is of Kat. 


Two days later and I still haven’t called her. I’ve hardly a 
moment to myself as the pandemic picks up ever more 
steam, but I also know I’m putting it off for far less altruistic 
reasons. I’m just not comfortable with the idea of checking 
in on her as some kind of surrogate father figure when 
what I really want to do is tear off her clothes, sink myself 
inside her and never let her go...and every time that I think 
about it I’m wracked with guilt when I remember who she 
is. 


But I’m also worried about her...cooped up alone and with 
some lech downstairs...it makes my blood boil. To distract 
myself I turn on the news. 


Bad idea. Work is depressing enough. There are so many 
patients we just can’t save, we’re short staffed, running out 
of equipment and morale is low. All the news has to show 
me is that the rest of the world is just as miserable right 
now. 


But it isn’t all doom and gloom. The local news shows 
people on balconies singing across the street to one 
another as a way to cheer up the elderly and sick in 
quarantine, and I feel my spirits soar and feel a surge of 
pride in my country’s people. An elderly lady is interviewed 
on the news talking about the importance of cherishing our 
loved ones at this time. “Life is too short,” she says with her 
rheumy eyes looking straight into the camera. I sit up with 
a jolt. She could almost be speaking to me. 


She’s right. Life is too short. I may well not make it through 
this pandemic in one piece. I’m healthy and fit certainly but 
I’m also coming into contact with the virus every day and 
there are concerns that it’s mutating and becoming more 
aggressive...and unlike Kat I don’t have the antibodies. Am 
I really going to let this woman pass me by when it could be 
the only chance I get? Yes, she is David’s daughter, but 
she’s also a grown woman quite able to make her own 
decisions. 


I stand up and look at myself in the mirror, silently arguing 
with myself. 


Then I call her. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Ka 


I take one last look in the mirror and tell myself to calm 
down. Ever since Marco called, I have been a bundle of 
nerves. He was nothing but polite, checking up on my 
welfare and chatting about what a coincidence he knew my 
father blah blah..but I’m pretty sure he felt the 
undercurrent too. I know I wasn’t imagining the way he 
looked at me in the hospital. 


I hear a knock at the door and have to stop myself from 
running over to it. After a week of being cooped up and 
trying to dodge Mr. Slimeball downstairs, I’m excited just to 
get out of this hotel. I take a deep breath and open the 
door. 


It’s him. In tight black jeans and a tight grey V-neck that 
shows his body is even more ripped than I expected...and 
that mouth. Without the mask I see he has a firm jaw and 
the lushest, fullest mouth that I have ever seen on a man. 
It’s a mouth just begging to be kissed. 


“Hello Kat,” he says, sounding amused as he holds out a 
bunch of red roses. I take them, blushing, and wave for him 
to come in as I try to find something to put the flowers in. 
There’s a vase in the bathroom with a fake orchid in it so I 
use that, noticing my hands are trembling as I arrange the 
roses and put them next to the bed. 


“It’s so good of you to come,” I say. My voice feels thick in 
my mouth and my heart beats wildly in my chest. “To check 
on me, I mean.” 


He looks at me intently. “I wanted to see you,” he says, as if 
it’s the most obvious thing in the world. I turn to face him 
fully as he crosses the room towards me and then before I 
know it, I’m in his arms. I have no idea who kisses who first, 
but suddenly his lips are on mine and my tongue is in his 
mouth and his hands are on my hips, pulling my body into 
his...Every inch of my skin feels as though it’s on fire. I 
forget all about who he is and the crazy situation we are in 
and lose myself in the sensation of kissing him and touching 
him. I can feel him hard against my thigh through our 
clothes and it makes me gasp and I feel a rush of wetness 
between my legs as my body instinctively responds. Hardly 
even knowing what I’m doing I push my groin into his, 
rubbing against that stiffness and letting out a soft moan 
into his mouth as he responds by cupping my ass cheeks 
and kissing me harder. 


“Dio,” he gasps, his breath ragged, “I want you so much 
carissima.” 


He picks me up as though I weigh nothing, and I wrap my 
legs around him as he carries me to the bed. I clasp my 
hands around his neck and run my fingers through his hair 
as he nibbles my neck, sending a burning sensation through 
my whole body that seems to pool somewhere deep inside 
me, at the very core of my body. 


This is where I have to tell him, I know, but I can’t find the 
words. And I don’t want him to stop...I don’t ever want him 
to stop. 


He lies me back on the bed and pushes my blouse up with 
one hand to fondle my breasts through my bra. I hear 
myself whimper as he bends his head to my chest, mouthing 
a breast through the thin material. My clit throbs and aches 
for his touch and I part my legs as his hand slowly makes its 
way up my thigh. I push my hips towards him wantonly, 
unable to think of anything but the overwhelming need to 
have him inside me. 


I hear him unzip his jeans and he removes his hand from 
between my legs to take mine and place it on his cock. I 
squeeze his shaft, gasping at the sheer size of him, and he 
tips his head back and groans. 


“Kat, your hand feels so good on me...I’ve been dreaming 
about this all week.” 


I can’t but smile at the thought that I haven’t been the only 
one consumed with lust since we met. I stroke my thumb 
over the head of his cock and feel that he’s wet too. He 
seems to strain towards me in my hand, and his next words 
echo the actions of his body. 


“Kat, I want to be inside you. I’m aching for you.” 
This is where I have to tell him. 


He senses my hesitation and immediately sits up, looking 
horrified. “I’ve moved too fast,” he says, looking angry with 
himself. I shake my head. 


“No! No, I want it too, it’s just...” I take a deep breath, 
praying he isn’t going to just turn around and walk out. “It 
will be my first time.” 


He stares at me for a moment, looking confused, and then 
he repeats slowly, “ Your first time?” 


“Yes,” I clarify. “I’m a virgin.” 


He doesn’t look as though he’s about to walk out. In fact, he 
looks even more turned on than he was a few moments ago. 


“Kat,” he says seriously, taking my hand and gazing into my 
eyes. “I would be honored to be your first, but only if you’re 
sure that it is what you want?” 


“Oh yes,” I say without hesitation. “I’ve never been more 
sure of anything in my life.” 


He strokes my cheek, looking at me with something almost 
like wonder in his eyes. 


“Are virgins that rare?” I joke. He chuckles. 


“Maybe not. But everything about you is exquisite. Your first 
time should not be here.” He waves his hand around the 
room. I thought it was quite a nice room, but I guess he’s 
used to five stars. 


“We can’t really go anywhere else,” I remind him. 
“Everywhere is shut.” 


“Come and stay with me. I have the weekend off, at last. I 
haven't had a day off for over two weeks. Come and spend it 
with me.” 


The way he’s looking at me is both so hot and so tender at 
the same time that I know right now I don’t care where I 
am as long as it’s with him. I nod as he rubs his thumb 
across my lower lip. 


“Yes, ld like that,” I say shyly. I can hardly believe this is 
happening. 


I start to pack a few things into an overnight bag while 
Marco goes into the bathroom, shutting the door behind 
him. I’m running a brush through my now bedraggled hair 
when there’s a knock at the door again. Bemused, I open it. 


It’s the receptionist again. He leers at me even more 
obviously than usual and I realize that most of the buttons 
on my blouse are still open. I hold it together quickly and do 
my best to look less flustered, 


“Yes?” I say. He steps towards me and I’m sure I smell 
alcohol on his breath. 


“T thought you might like some company,” he says, reaching 
for me. “These are lonely times.” 


I try not to show the flutter of panic I feel. 
“Tm fine, thank you,” I say stiffly and go to shut the door. 


Except that he puts his foot there. There’s a hard, nasty 
look in his eyes now, and he reminds me of a snake about to 
strike. I instinctively step back and away from him, which is 
a mistake as he then enters the room with me and pushes 
the door shut behind him. 


“Get the hell out!” I say loudly, hoping that Marco can hear. 
If he doesn’t, I’m either going to scream or find something 
to hit Mr. Slimeball with. Or both. 


He narrows his eyes at me. “You’ve been teasing me and 
leading me on since you got here,” he hisses. “It’s time you 
stopped playing hard to get.” 


He grabs my arm and for a second, I freeze, then I see his 
eyes go wide with fright and he drops my arm. 


Marco. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


Ka 


Before I can blink, Marco has punched the hotel guy 
squarely in the face and sent him tumbling to the ground. 
Then he drags him to his feet and pushes him back against 
the wall, his hand around his throat. The guy cringes, 
terrified. 


“You go near her again,” Marco hisses, and he is so angry 
that I can see the vein pulsing in his jaw, “and I will kill you. 
Do you understand?” 


The man nods frantically. 
“Si, si” he gasps. “ Mi dispiace ” 


Marco drops him and the man scrambles for the door, 
running out of it without looking back. Marco slowly 
unclenches his fists and turns to me, the anger draining out 
of his face and the tenderness coming back into his eyes. 


Wow, I think. That was... kind of awesome. 


I’m no fan of violent men - who is - but instinctively I know 
that Marco would never hurt me. Perhaps it’s because he’s 


a doctor, but I feel completely safe with him. Yet the rage 
with which he attacked Mr. Slimball has shocked me. 


Not just that though. Seeing him run to my defense like that 
and go all primal and possessive...I almost hate to admit it, 
but it turned me on. I lick my lips, realizing how dry they 
have suddenly become. With shock or lust, I’m not entirely 
sure. 


“Are you all right?” he asks, his voice full of concern. “He 
didn’t hurt you?” 


“You didn’t give him the chance,” I point out. 


Marco looks around the room, appearing to be thinking 
about something, and then he nods his head decisively. 


“Pack all your things,” he says, “you’re coming to stay with 


n 


me. 
I raise my eyebrows. “Is there a please on the end of that?” 


He looks annoyed. “Kat, you can’t stay here...with him. I 
might have scared him off now, but what about when you 
come back, and he knows you’re alone again. You need to 
check out...I’ll refund your father any money he loses. I 
promised him I would keep you safe.” 


I flinch at that. Not just at my father continuing to treat me 
like some fragile girl, but at the reminder of just who this 
unbearably sexy doctor is...my father’s friend. I don’t think 
the way we were just rolling around on the bed was quite 
what my dad had on his mind when he told Marco to keep 
me safe either. But I don’t say that to Marco, and not just 
because I don’t want to make him feel bad. 


I don’t want to say anything to make him talk himself out of 
wanting me. Now that I’ve had a taste, I know I won’t be 
satisfied until I have given myself to him completely. 


So instead I say nothing and just pack up my bags. 


As we drive towards his place I look around at suburban 
Rome. The streets are deserted as people are self-isolating 
and trying to go out as little as possible, scared of coming 
into contact with the virus. Public health posters reminding 
people to take the right precautions are everywhere, and it 
makes me aware of what a lucky escape I’ve had. 


I glance over at Marco. Sitting next to him in such a small 
space it’s impossible not to be acutely aware of how big and 
strong he is. 


“How did you learn to punch like that?” I ask. 


“T used to be a boxer, I was good at it,” he says without a 
touch of modesty. His casual arrogance makes me smile. 


“But you became a doctor instead?” I state the obvious and 
he nods. 


“T always said I never would...my whole family is in 
medicine in one form or another. But then I began to realize 
that boxing was never going to fulfill me, it had no meaning 
to it. I looked at my parents after a long day at work and 
realized that although they looked exhausted, there was a 
kind of light about them...they had purpose. They were 
doing good things in the world. So, I went to university. My 
mother was thrilled.” 


I feel a rush of affection and admiration for him. He’s so 
much more than a pretty face and a very well-endowed 
body. 


“What about you, what do you want to do?” 


“Well, funnily enough, I’ve just finished a degree in 
medicine and social policy,’ I tell him. “But I’m more 
interested in the research side of things...I’m doing a 


Masters in Public Health this year. Although, now this has 
happened...I wonder if I should have taken History instead. 
I’m not sure I could cope with dealing with all this. It must 
be incredibly hard working at the hospital.” 


“Toughest thing I’ve ever done,” he agrees. We pull into a 
gated driveway and I raise my eyebrows at the size of the 
bungalow before me. 


“I didn’t know doctors were on such a good salary,” I 
murmur. He looks over at me and smiles and there’s a 
mischievous twinkle in his eye that makes my inner thighs 
twitch. 


“I’m a senior doctor. Also, I’ve always lived alone...I’ve 
never had anyone to spend on.” 


He gazes at me and the unspoken until now hangs in the 
air. 


Inside the house is just as beautiful as it is on the outside. 
When he carries my suitcase into his bedroom, I follow him, 
gasping at the sumptuous bed with silk sheets, and at the 
view outside his patio window. 


“You have your own swimming pool?” 
“Want to try it out?” 


“T don’t have a...my bikini was in the laundry room at the 
hotel...” I trail off, seeing the heat in his eyes. 


“You won’t need one,” he says, and his gaze sweeps the 
length of my body. “Swim naked with me.” 


I feel myself flush from head to toe, but with excitement as 
much as shyness. I nod and he begins to take off his clothes, 
never taking his eyes off me the whole time. I bite my lip 
and follow suit, holding his gaze as I take off my blouse and 
shimmy out of my skirt. I slide my bra down my arms and 


toss it into the corner of the room. Then I lick off my shoes 
and slide my panties down my legs, straightening up and 
flushing as I see the way his eyes drink in my body. He’s 
naked too now and I’ve never seen anything more perfect in 
my entire life. He walks over to the patio doors and opens 
them, and I get to take a long look at his pert, muscled ass 
and those impossibly strong thighs. 


He slides the door fully open and looks at me with a 
question in his eyes. I walk over and step outside. 


The pool is set in a huge conservatory that looks out onto a 
beautiful garden. Being in lockdown here isn’t going to be 
too bad at all. I walk down the steps into the pool, glad to 
realize that the water is heated, then I turn around to 
watch him come in after me. He swims slowly over to where 
I’m treading water and takes me in his arms. The feel of our 
naked bodies together and the warm water lapping against 
us is wickedly sensual. 


“You look incredibly stunning,” he whispers, moving a wet 
curl from my cheek and kissing where it lay. 


“You’re really quite cute yourself,” I murmur, and he laughs 
in surprise. 


“T don’t think I’ve ever been called ‘cute’ before...it’s a very 
American term isn’t it?” 


“What do your Italian women call you?” I tease, unable to 
suppress a pang of jealousy. His expression turns serious. 


“There are no other women Kat...and haven’t been for a 
long time. I’ve been single for a few years now.” 


“Really?” I’m shocked. I mean, I get that his profession 
must be insanely busy, but surely a man can’t look like this 
and not have women hanging from him everywhere he 
goes? 


“Really,” he nods, and runs a finger across my lips. “I work 
with sickness and loss every day...I see how attachments 
can break people when they’re suddenly ripped away...1 
decided some time ago the easiest way to get through life 
was alone. Then I saw you...and I don’t know why but 
everything changed. Now I understand why people take the 
risk.” 


I’m so shocked at his heartfelt and unexpected words that I 
don’t know what to say. I stare at him, and then blurt out, 


“Take me to bed, Marco?” 


He laughs now, lifts me out of the water and carries me to 
the steps, before leaving the pool and carrying me into the 
bedroom. I hold my breath in anticipation. This is it..it’s 
really going to happen. 


A slow, sensuous smile spreads across his face as he 
carefully lies me down on his bed, as tenderly as if I’m made 
of porcelain. He leans over me, his face barely inches from 
mine. I can feel his breath on my face and hear how he’s 
struggling to keep it even. He lowers his lips to mine 
excruciatingly slowly, so that by the time he kisses me again 
I’m quivering with need. 


The force of his kiss makes me gasp and I bury my hands in 
his hair. He slides a hand down my back to cup and knead 
my ass and I lift my hips to close the gap between our 
bodies. 


“Kat, bellissima,” he breathes against my lips, such an 
urgency in his voice that he almost sounds like he’s in pain, 
“are you absolutely sure that you’re ready for this?” 


“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” I reply with 
complete honesty, “yes, Marco, I want this. I want you.” 


“T love the way you say my name,” he moans. “Your accent 
is so hot.” 


I giggle at that. I’ve never heard my New York accent called 
‘hot’ before. 


He raises himself onto his elbows and gazes at me, his 
expression both tender and caring and yet full of an urgent 
desire that my body responds to, contracting to my very 
core. Keeping his eyes on mine he lowers his head and 
starts to nibble and kiss along the length of my collarbone, 
before cupping my breasts together and burying his head in 
the swell of them. He takes one nipple into his mouth, which 
feels deliciously warm and I moan aloud. He nibbles and 
sucks at my breast until I’m writhing underneath him and 
clutching at his shoulders. I feel as though I’m about to 
explode with frustration when he pulls back and kneels up, 
positioning himself between my legs so that I get the 
perfect view of his impossibly toned and naturally tanned 
body. In a completely masculine way, he’s the most beautiful 
person I have ever seen. 


I run my hands over his torso, tracing the lines of his 
chiseled abs and running my fingertips through the fine, 
dark hair on his chest. The sight of him kneeling between 
my thighs like this sends throbs of desire through my groin 
and I can feel my juices pooling beneath me on the bed. 
Biting my lip, I look at his cock, where it rises proudly from 
between his thighs, thick and long. He watches me looking 
at him and smiles. I smile back. 


“You’re so sexy,” I tell him, and I raise myself on my elbows, 
kissing his chest and biting and sucking on his nipples just 
as he did mine. He groans and tips his head back, his hands 
twitching at his sides, letting me take my fill of his body. 


I kiss down his torso, following a thin line of black hair down 
that taut stomach and all the way to his pubic bone. I 


hesitate, catching my breath, as I reach his cock. I feel 
momentarily nervous, not sure how to do this...after all, I’ve 
never done any of this before. Yet I want to taste him. 


He doesn’t give me the chance, however. Instead he pushes 
me back gently onto the bed. 


“Ladies first,” he whispers, and he kneads my upper inner 
thighs with his hands. I gasp with lust as I realize what he 
means. Of course, I haven’t done this before either. 


Then he leans over me again and kisses me roughly, his 
tongue probing my mouth as if we could make love with our 
mouths and tongues alone. I can feel my clit throbbing and 
my pussy swelling and melting inside, longing to know how 
it feels to be filled by him. I buck my hips up against him, 
my body silently asking for what it wants and needs. 


He starts to kiss down my body again, pushing my breasts 
together and this time using his tongue to flick across both 
nipples at once, a sensation so unexpected that I hear 
myself whimpering. He kisses down my stomach, leaving a 
burning trail of sensation everywhere his lips touch, until he 
reaches the mound of my pussy. He pauses, looking at me 
with such naked lust in his eyes that I don’t feel 
embarrassed at all but instead part my thighs wider. As he 
starts to gently stroke my folds and around my opening I 
moan in delight and close my eyes, giving myself over to the 
feelings tumbling through my body. His tongue flicks my clit 
suddenly and I let out a little scream as a jolt of electric 
desire goes through me. My stomach tightens and my 
breasts pucker, and I’m amazed at the strength of the 
desire he brings out in me. I’m desperate to have him inside 
me now. It feels both exquisite and forbidden at the same 
time. He moves his tongue faster, building a rhythm and I 
feel my body reaching a crescendo and know I’m close to an 
orgasm. I’m teetering on the edge when he takes my clit in 


his mouth and gently sucks. My eyes fly open in surprise 
and I see that he’s looking up at me. The sight of his mouth 
on my pussy is enough to tip me over into the most intense 
climax I’ve ever had, and I scream and buck my hips against 
his mouth as I come. My hands are in his hair and my back 
arches off the bed, and then the waves of pleasure start to 
subside, and I collapse back onto the bed breathless. 


Marco kneels up between my legs again, a look almost of 
possession in his eyes, as though we have just signed an 
unspoken deal. His mouth is glistening with the juices of my 
orgasm and the sight of it makes my pussy tighten again. I 
look down his body to see the liquid beading at the head of 
his cock and I reach for him, stroking my palm around its 
tip. He lets out a long, deep groan and I smile and lift myself 
up. 


“My turn,” I say and am rewarded by his sharp intake of 
breath. I stroke my hand down his shaft, feeling him 
throbbing in my hand, and start to massage him, hoping my 
enthusiasm will make up for my inexperience. 


It seems to be working. Marco’s eyes narrow and his voice 
is a growl. “Kat, your touch is perfect. Please don’t stop.” 


His obvious enjoyment spurs me on, and I use my other 
hand to fondle the soft skin around his balls, feeling how 
silky they are in contrast to the throbbing hardness of his 
cock. I bend my head and carefully lick my tongue across 
his sac, and he groans again. Then he cups my face in his 
hands, moving me away. 


“Stop,” he grinds out, “Or I won’t last. You turn me on so 
much Kat.” 


“Good,” I whisper. He pushes me back onto the bed and 
towers over me, his hands all over my body. 


“I want to make love to you,” he whispers, and the only 
response I can muster this time is a heartfelt “ Yes.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


As I run my hands down her lush, womanly body, I feel like 
I’m ready to burst. In fact, I’m having to struggle so hard to 
stay in control that I’m worried I will erupt before I can 
even get inside of her. For someone who is so used to 
feeling in control at all times, this woman is making my 
head absolutely spin. Her very touch seems to make my skin 
catch fire, burning with a desire I’ve never known it was 
possible to feel. 


And yet I feel an overwhelming tenderness towards her too. 
In fact, I’m torn between the urge to ravish her and a sense 
of protectiveness that makes me want to wrap her up in 
furs and keep her away from all that is terrible in this 
world. I gather her into my arms so that we are lying side 
by side and stroke her generous curves. She’s all woman 
and I love it. I trace the contours of her face with my 
fingertips, lingering on her lips, committing her beauty to 
memory. 


Maybe this is wrong, giving how we met and who she is, but 
it doesn’t feel wrong. In fact, it feels like the most right and 


natural thing in the world. I lift her thigh, hooking her leg 
over my hip, nudging the tip of my cock into her damp heat. 
She closes her eyes and gives a slight nod, her lips flushed 
and halfparted as she rocks her hips, helping me to 
carefully nudge inside her. 


Our mouths meet again as I hold a hand on her hips, 
steadying her as I move slowly in and out of her, going no 
further than the tip of my cock. This angle keeps my strokes 
shallow, and as I pick up into a gentle rhythm, I feel her 
pussy stretch around my cock, and she pushes against the 
constraints of my hand and the position. 


“You want more?” I whisper against her mouth and she 
nods, panting. 


“I want all of it,” she moans, and I roll her onto her back, 
and gently sink my full length into her. She gasps and 
moans and for a moment I’m worried I have hurt her, but 
then she wraps her legs around my hips and kneads my ass 
with her hands, urging me on. I stay still for a moment, 
allowing her body to get used to the size and feel of me, 
before I start to slowly fuck her, gazing into her beautiful 
blue eyes and feeling both desire and emotion overwhelm 
me. 


“You’re so gorgeous,” I growl. “Tell me you’re mine, Kat. Let 
me hear you Say it.” 


“T’m yours,” she moans, her eyes locked onto mine. I kiss 
her roughly and start to move inside her more deeply, 
burying myself inside her lush body. I can feel her swelling 
and tightening around me, she’s so wet I can feel it on my 
balls and thighs. She gasps my name and drags her 
fingernails down my back as her face and chest flush and I 
know she’s close again. I push myself deeper inside her and 
feel her shatter around me, gripping my shoulders and 


orgasming with a sound that is half scream, half sob. It’s the 
sweetest sound that I’ve ever heard. 


I stay still as she shudders around me, waiting until she is 
limp again in my arms, and then I slide out of her and roll 
her onto her stomach. My cock leaks at the sight of her 
curvy back and that round, plump ass that just begs to be 
spanked. Slowly I enter her from behind, burying my head 
in her neck and breathing in the sweet, musky scent of her. 
Of my woman. 


I grip her hands in my own and raise them above her head 
as I start to fuck her again, and she turns her head so our 
mouths meet in a tangle of lips and hair and sweat, both of 
us moaning against each other. We match each other’s 
rhythm perfectly now as though we are melded together 
and as she cries out I feel her pussy contracting around my 
cock once more, I know that I can’t hold back any longer. As 
if from far away I hear her cry out my name as I thrust 
inside her body one last time and collapse on top of her, my 
orgasm so intense that it takes my breath away as I feel my 
seed pumping inside her, filling her up. 


Mindful of my weight on her I roll off to the side and gather 
her into my arms again. We’re both panting, fighting to 
recapture our breath, but she manages to smile at me, and 
her eyes are shining with an emotion that I hope matches 
my own. The corner of her eyes are wet, as though she’s 
been crying, and my own smile disappears. 


“Did I hurt you?” I ask as I wipe her tears away. She shakes 
her head. 


“No, it was just so intense...and I’m so happy.” 


“So am I,” I whisper, and I want to say more. It’s too soon 
surely to feel the way that I do about this woman, but I can’t 
deny the strength of the feeling that is rising up in me. I 


want to tell her, but I’m worried such a sudden declaration 
will scare her off. Instead I can only say, “I’m glad you’re 
happy,” as she turns her head and kisses my palm. 


I get up and close the patio doors before lying back down 
next to her and pulling the duvet over us both. She smiles 
and her eyelids are heavy. I kiss her forehead tenderly. 
“Goodnight Kat,” I whisper. She murmurs something 
incoherent and snuggles into my body. 


We fall asleep in each other’s arms. 


CHAPTER NINE 


Ka 


I wake up with the sunlight streaming across my face, 
aware of the empty space in the bed next to me. I sit up, 
rubbing my eyes, just as Marco walks in, clad only in a pair 
of thin white boxer shorts. He has two coffees in his hands, 
and he smiles at me. 


“Morning beautiful,” he says, putting the cups down and 
sitting down next to me. “Sleep well?” 


“Blissfully,” I say honestly. I gave a wide grin across my face 
as I remember the night before and it sinks in that it really 
wasn’t just a dream. Smiling, I lean forward and kiss him. 


His kiss is more possessive than romantic this time... Marco 
claims my mouth as though he’s conquering it, determined 
to leave his mark on me. I respond just as fiercely, drowning 
in the taste and smell and feel of him. He runs one strong 
hand down my back and cups my ass firmly, pulling me up 
and into his groin so that I can feel his cock straining 
against the fabric of his underwear, seeking its way through 
the thin layer of fabric that is separating us. His other hand 


fists into the hair at the nape of my neck, tugging softly, but 
just hard enough that it makes my scalp tingle in a way that 
is surprisingly erotic. He pulls away from my mouth and 
nibbles gently at my lower lip, causing me to moan with 
need. Already my body feels on fire for him and I can feel 
my wetness on my thighs. He tugs at my hair again and I 
gasp, then push him back onto the pillows. Surprised at my 
own boldness I straddle him, one hand on his chest, and let 
my breasts sway temptingly in front of his face, just inches 
from his mouth. His eyes are dark with desire, his breath 
ragged, and I love that I have such an instant effect on him. 
It makes me feel powerful. 


He reaches up to cup my breasts, kneading the soft flesh 
and rolling my nipples in his fingers. Then he takes one in 
his mouth, looking up at me as he sucks and nibbles, 
sending an electric current of desire straight through my 
body to my pussy. I sit up and away from his reach, smiling 
at him and reach behind me to cup his balls. He gasps as I 
fondle the sensitive skin and I can feel his cock, achingly 
hard against the cheeks of my ass. 


“Kat,” he groans, half closing his eyes. “Take me inside 


n 


you. 


“Not just yet,” I murmur. The sensation of being in control 
of him like this turns me on. I move my hand up behind me, 
squeezing his hard shaft, and he groans loudly. I lean over 
him again and kiss him hungrily, fisting my hands in his hair 
and tugging gently as he did to me. Then I sit up again, 
smiling at the look of surprise on his face. 


“My little wild Kat,” he murmurs, and his eyes are full of 
lust. 


I swing one leg over so I’m crouching at the side of him and 
then kneel down pulling off his boxers to take his cock into 
my mouth, looking up at him as I do so. I keep eye contact 


as I slide my mouth up and down his length, pausing to 
swirl my tongue around the tip. 


Marco places a hand around the back of her head, stroking 
the nape of my neck as I take his cock deeper into my 
throat. I can feel his fingers trembling and by the way he is 
twitching in my mouth I know that he’s close. I look up at 
him again as I slowly slide my mouth all the way to the tip 
and give him a wicked smile. He groans again and his hand 
tightens for a moment on my neck and his eyes roll. 


“That feels so good,” he grinds out, before gasping as I pull 
away and kneel up. 


“T want you inside me again,” I say, completely at ease now 
with telling him what I need. He groans an assent and then 
pulls me back on top of him. I steady myself on his chest 
again and carefully lower myself onto him, gasping as I feel 
him nudge inside my body. I’m a little sensitive from last 
night, but there’s no pain. I’m so wet that I slide onto him 
with little resistance, and I moan at the feeling of him inside 
my body, filling me up. I close my eyes and start to rock 
gently, finding my rhythm and moving to it. When I open my 
eyes it’s to see Marco with something like wonder on his 
face as he watches me riding him. 


“Kat,” he whispers, his eyes fixed on mine. “I love you.” 


I gasp, shocked, but I don’t hesitate in responding. The 
words come out before I can stop them. 


“T love you, too.” 


He sits up and pulls me to him, crushing my breasts against 
his chest, and we move together with me sitting in his lap 
and his hands guiding my hips. He pulls back a little so he 
can knead and fondle my breasts, pushing them together 
and playing with both of my nipples together. I rock more 


urgently, feeling the pool of wetness where our bodies come 
together, then let out a whimper as he turns his attention to 
my clit, rubbing the pad of his thumb over the tip, his hand 
resting over where our bodies meet. 


He seems to sense my climax building and he rocks me 
faster with his hands, pulling me onto his cock with a 
sudden urgency. I grind my hips onto his, desperate now for 
release, and as my orgasm hits me, I scream his name 
before my breath is taken in a long shudder of pleasure. 


I collapse against him as his arms tighten around me and I 
feel him drive himself into me and come, his hot seed filling 
my body. We hold each other, our bodies slick with sweat, 
and I bury my face in his neck. Then Marco lifts my face to 
his, his eyes searching. 


“T meant what I said Kat,” he says in a raspy voice. “I know 
it’s crazy and far too soon, but I don’t care. I feel if I don’t 
say it, I will burst. I love you.” 


A wave of joy rushes through me and sudden tears sting the 
corners of my eyes. He’s right, it is crazy, but I also know 
instinctively that it’s true. 


“And I love you,” I say, stroking his chin. 


He gives me a tender smile and kisses me on the nose, and 
then I climb off him, laughing as I look down at the bed. His 
silk sheets are ruined. 


I shower while he makes breakfast, warm pancakes with 
fresh fruit and cream. I’m tucking in heartily, while Marco 
showers, when my phone rings. 


It’s Dad. I stare at it and let it ring out. What the hell am I 
going to tell him? 


Marco emerges from the shower, a white towel slung low 
around his waist. 


“What is it?” he asks immediately, seeing the look on my 
face. 


“My father called. I didn’t answer.” 


“Oh.” Marco sits down next to me, looking concerned. 
Reality sinks in for us both as we stare at my phone. 


“Are you going to tell him?” He asks. I shrug, wondering 
what the best thing could possibly be to do. Dad’s going to 
be pissed... but I already know that I’m not giving Marco up. 


“Perhaps we should wait? At least until the crisis is over?” I 
suggest. Marco looks uncomfortable. 


“TIl go with what you think is best. He’s your family and I 
don’t want to come between you. But I don’t know how I 
feel about lying to him while he thinks I’m just keeping you 
safe. I don’t lie. But TIl leave it up to you.” 


The phone rings again and this time I pick it up. Marco 
stands up and walks over to the fridge, his face closed. I 
take a deep breath. I don’t want to face my father’s wrath 
so soon and burst our little bubble, but I also don’t want to 
put Marco in a situation where he feels compromised... it’s 
not fair. 


“Hi Dad,” I say cheerfully. “I’ve got something to tell you.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


As I lean against the fridge, listening to Kat tentatively 
explain to her father how she is staying with me and not 
just as a friend, I have a sudden coughing fit. It’s a dry, 
raspy cough that comes out of nowhere and hurts my 
throat, and at the same time I feel suddenly hot and 
clammy. A sense of dread comes over me. The virus. Then 
my coughing subsides, and I tell myself not to be so silly, 
even as I feel so hot and dizzy that I have to sit back down. 


I can hear David raising his voice now, and Kat looks upset. 


“Dad, that’s not true,” she says but is cut off by him 
shouting over her. Instantly angry at the way he’s speaking 
to her I hold my hand out for the phone. She hesitates but 
then passes it to me, her eyes wide with concern. 


“David,” I say as reasonably as I can, only to be interrupted 
by another coughing fit. He jumps in angrily. 


“What the fuck are you playing at Giuseppe? I told you to 
look after her, not seduce her! She’s my daughter!” 


“T know,” I say in the same voice that I use to soothe 
fractious patients, “and believe me I never planned this. I 
have nothing but respect for you, and you know that I’m no 
womanizer. But I’ve fallen hard for her David, and I didn’t 
want to lie to you about it.” 


David unleashes another stream of invectives and I set my 
jaw in anger, struggling not to respond, trying to put myself 
in his shoes. I’m about to respond when I start coughing 
again, and this time I don’t stop. 


I see Kat staring at me with her mouth open, and realize 
she’s saying something to me, but I can’t hear her...and 
then everything goes black... 


One week later 


Kat sits down next to me, and after a week of not being able 
to see her she looks so beautiful I want to leap out of the 
bed and hug her. I try to sit up, but she shakes her head at 
me. 


“Marco, you’ve only just come out of intensive care,” she 
says. I shake my head. 


“T don’t care. Come here.” 


She leans forward and kisses me, the lightest of touches, 
but enough to overwhelm me with emotion. I love this 
woman. 


I was rushed to hospital with a sudden onset of the virus 
and haven’t been able to see her since. I was in a bad way 
for a few days, using a ventilator to breathe, and unable to 
see anyone, although it didn’t stop as many of my 
colleagues as they could from poking their heads in to say 


‘hi’ - in full protection gear of course. Kat strokes my hand 
and her eyes are wet. 


“T thought you were going to die,” she whispered. 


“T’ve got too much to live for,” I whisper back. It’s true. I 
can see a future with her, and my close brush with death 
has left me even more convinced that she’s The one. 


“Well, I’ve got some good news,” she says. I raise my 
eyebrow. “Oh?” 


“My dad has been worried sick about you. He’s completely 
come around to the idea of me and you now. He’s been 
regaling me with stories of what a good guy you are. And 
the national press has been calling you a hero...and the 
others of course.” 


I nod grimly. I know what she means by that. Many of my 
colleagues across the medical profession have succumbed 
to the disease I’ve been fighting ...and not all of us will be 
as lucky as I have. I raise her hand to my lips and kiss it, 
feeling grateful just to be here, to be alive and to be with 
her. 


“Kat,” I say as something occurs to me that I know 
instinctively is right, “Will you marry me?” 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


Ka 


The church looks beautiful, and as I walk down the aisle 
towards Marco with Dad proudly holding my arm, I feel like 
a princess in a fairy tale. We’re holding the ceremony at the 
medieval church that Marco’s parents still attend and 
where Marco himself was baptized as a child, and it 
couldn’t be more perfect. 


It’s everything I’ve ever dreamed about, in fact. 


A year after we met at the hospital, the world is slowly 
going back to normal..or whatever ‘normal’ can look like 
after a pandemic of such proportions. There has been an air 
of mourning for months, but now that a vaccine has been 
developed and quarantine restrictions lifted all over the 
world, the atmosphere has changed to one of celebration. 
So much so the media have dubbed this year ‘the year of 
weddings.’ We were lucky to get the date we wanted for the 
ceremony. I was starting to worry that I wouldn’t fit into my 
dress. 


I place my hand on my swollen stomach as Marco turns to 
watch me approach, the look in his eyes somehow both 
tender and triumphant. I’m going to be his wife. The 
thought thrills me as much as it does him, even though 
there’s no doubt in my mind that I was already his and have 
been ever since the day we met. 


It won’t be just us for long though. The twins roll under my 
hand as if they can sense what’s happening and they too 
are celebrating. Marco’s gaze sweeps across my body as I 
reach him at the altar, a look of desire on his face. My 
designer dress sweeps over my bump to fall in layers of silk 
at my feet, but the top is tight around my breasts, pushing 
them up to their fullest advantage. I see Marco’s eyes 
darken at the sight of them and smile. As my body has 
grown rounder and fuller with the pregnancy, he seems to 
enjoy it even more. And he’s spent the best part of the past 
year exploring it. 


I take his hand and gaze into his eyes, feeling overwhelmed 
by love. As the priest starts the introductory sermon, I 
barely hear the words. All I can think about is tonight and 
being in Marco’s arms again. 


As his wife. 


Even my dad is thrilled. He had just got used to the idea of 
us being together when I had to tell him I was pregnant, 
but he quickly got over the shock and now he can’t wait to 
be a grandpa. I think he’ll be great. He’s even getting along 
better with Mom now that they have something in common 
again...although I’m hoping that seating them together at 
the top table isn’t going to be a mistake. 


As Marco starts to recite the vows that we wrote together I 
stop thinking about the after-party or even tonight and let 
myself savor the moment, knowing how incredibly blessed 


we are to still have each other and to emerge from 
everything that’s happened. 


I just know that the future is going to be perfect. Thanks to 
my Italian doctor. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


FIVE YEARS LATER 


I’m home from the hospital earlier than expected to find our 
nanny, Maria, putting the baby down for a nap in the 
nursery. The boys are still at school. 


“Where is Kat?” I ask. 


“Upstairs. She’s working...but you know she never minds 
when you disturb her,” Maria smiles and I grin back. Quietly 
I walk up the stairs to my wife’s study. 


After completing her doctorate in public health last year my 
wife now has a part-time research position at the university. 
She’s also a wonderful mother and a total goddess and I 
know I’m a very lucky man. She still turns me on as much as 
she did the day we met, and I can’t see that ever changing. 
Two pregnancies have left her body fuller and even more 
beautiful than ever, and I can’t get enough of her. Just 
thinking about seeing her makes my cock twitch as I walk 
up the stairs. 


I open the study door quietly and watch her, bent over her 
desk intent on a stack of research papers. Her golden hair 


tumbles down her back and a pencil skirt stretches 
deliciously across her ass as she leans forward to read. 


“Hello, wife,” I murmur. She looks up, a startled smile on 
her face. 


“Marco! I wasn’t expecting you home so soon.” 


“T was able to finish early for once,” I say as I go over to her 
and kiss her softly. Since accepting a more senior 
consultant position at the hospital I have more manageable 
work hours. It’s a lot of paperwork though, and sometimes I 
miss being more hands-on. But at least it gives me a lot 
more time to be hands-on with my wife. 


She kisses me back and slips her hands under my shirt. Her 
touch thrills me as much as it always does. I spin her 
around, so she is directly facing me and kneel down in front 
of her as she starts to unbutton my shirt. 


“T hope I’m not distracting you?” I tease. “You looked very 
busy.” I slide a hand under her skirt and hook my fingers 
under her underwear. She parts her thighs and wriggles 
her hips towards me. 


“Tt’s nothing that can’t wait,” she says with a wicked glint in 
her eye. 


“That’s what I was hoping you would say,” I tell her as I 
start to kiss up the inside of one thigh, losing myself in the 
taste and smell of my wife. 


The woman I love. Now, and forever. 


My love. My life. 
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